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Future Days 


Author's Notes: 

Um, hi. This is all fiction, as far as | know. 

The title comes from Future Days by Pearl Jam. 

Please, let me know if you find any mistakes. English is not my first language. 
Goes to the most precious kiwi in the world. | hate you and check your whatsapp. 


He sat quietly on the bed, holding his brand new journal and a pen. He was trying to put his thoughts down on 
paper like a good friend once recommended, but all he seemed to be capable of thinking about was his life - 
the past, the present and, the worst, he couldn't see the future. His dreams didn't match his expectations and 
it was hurting him, his arms and tongue tied. The more he thought, the stronger the tears got inside his eyes 
and it was harder to hold them back. Silently, he put the empty journal aside on the bed and curled up in a 
little ball, hugging his knees and rocking himself back and forth in an attempt to calm his nerves down and hold 
the tears back. He didn't have time for that, not at that moment; he needed to go back He wouldn't be able to 
rest with so many thoughts inside his head; he wouldn't be able to sleep by himself in the empty cold bed, 
nothing was the same when he was by himself and he had never felt so lonely and hopeless during his entire 
life until that morning. He needed to go back. 


Even though the hospital was less than an hour away and the streets were not so busy, the taxi seemed to 
be slower every second. Dave Grohl felt comfortable during a mo inside the car, blending in to the city - just 
some man inside some car going to somewhere. He fidgeted as he tried to push his memories away, keeping his 
mouth quiet, brown worried eyes looking through the shaded windows. Guilty was eating him up. He spent the 
last day fighting this feeling but now he had accepted it; it was his fault; he could have avoided it if he was 
brave enough, if he had courage enough to stop it. He tried to think of other things, but how could he? His 
drummer, his best friend, his lover, his Taylor was unconscious in a hospital bed and it was his fault. They had 
money, Dave thought, and he could have put Hawkins inside a rehabilitation clinic when he first saw the track 
marks on his skinny arms. They had money and Taylor was spending that money on dope, booze and pills - and 
Dave let him. He had many opportunities to stop Taylor, even if he would hate him for a while, but it wouldn't 
be Taylor hating him, it would be dope. 


Dope.. Dave wasn't easily scared by drugs. He lived with Kurt Cobain; he played in Nirvana; he had been at 
Washington, Los Angeles and many other places where a word as simple as candy would give you illicit 
substances. Before Taylor, he thought that nothing could scare and hurt him more than seeing Kurt tapping 
the syringe, watching the heroin dissolve, pushing a needle down his vein and becoming a complete different 
person. The colors inside his blue eyes would gloom as his pupils dilated and the light in his smile disappeared, 
He would claim to be better off like that, with the substance running through his veins; he would claim to feel 
better, to think better, simply because he didn't have to care about anything; all his worries were gone, all the 
bad thoughts were gone and he could be free from his own demons for a short time; and when he ran out of 
time, he would grab another stash, another spoon, another match, another needle and choose the same vein. 
After a while, Dave noticed, Kurt's ticket to wonderland became his ticket to the depths of hell and nothing 
could bring him back, Dave watched him change; he watched the light from his beautiful blue eyes fade away 
until they were hid by his eyelids forever - leaving Dave scared although aware that he should never touch 
that. After Kurt, he had seen other people using and abusing it; some friends, even, but it never scared him 


again, he became numb to that until he saw it running inside Taylor's veins. 


Almost a year before that Autumn night, they went to a club together in Los Angeles, the three Foo Fighters 
together - Nate, Dave and Taylor. Nate was surprisingly fine and supportive with their relationship and very 
comprehensive on why they wouldn't publicly be a couple; the amount of people who'd scream and shout 
homophobic words against them at the minimum touch was surprisingly big and sometimes these words would 
come from their own fans. They had too many drinks that night and they were sitting too close; there was 
lust running through their veins and inside their glimmering eyes as they stared at each other, not daring to 
move a muscle, until Taylor, sweating because he couldn't take his shirt off, broke that. He spotted something 
- someone - in the corner of his eyes and jumped away from Dave; the singer followed him with his eyes as 
he walked straight to something unknown; when he stopped walking, he shook hands with a strong tanned man 
wearing sunglasses and kissed a pretty little lady standing by his side. Dave obviously couldn't hear them but 
something in the way they surrounded Taylor bothered him; he tried to ignore it, to ignore them, turning back 
to his Crown Royal bottle. Nate said something about Dave looking sick and he ignored it, finishing his beer and 
turning his back to Nate to look for Taylor but he was gone, had disappeared in the middle of the dance floor. 


An unpleasant feeling filled Dave's stomach, a tight knot in his throat, making it hard to drink the rest of 
Nate's drink. 


"You really look sick, Dave. Like you're about to barf." 
I'm not about to fucking barf, don't fucking worry." 


His stomach, though, disagreed and Nate got that. Dave jumped out of his stool and was followed by Nate to 
the bathroom, but they didn't make it to the stalls. In the end of the small corridor that led to the bathroom, 
Taylor sat on the floor with his two friends. The innocent looking girl held a spoon and a lighter, using a needle 
to mix a brown powder with something that Dave guessed to be lemon juice. Sitting by her side, there was 
Taylor, with a shoelace knotted tight around his arm; he didn't have a needle but a red mark in the crook of 
his arm. That was the first time Dave saw Taylor using something stronger than just booze and weed and that 
was the first time Dave felt scared in years. 


"We're here, mate", the driver's voice awoke Dave from his reverie. 


He muttered ‘thank you' and paid, he brushed the tears off his face, grabbed his guitar case and stepped 
outside the car breathing heavily. He wanted to see Taylor but he wasn't ready to see him in the state he 
was. Overthinking what he needed to do in behalf of Taylor got him here he was. He not only wanted to see 
Taylor; he needed it. 


Once again, he sat quietly, holding his brand new journal and a pen. The journal wasn't so empty now; on the 
right before, there were only Two verses; now, there was a new song, a song written solely and exclusively to 
and for his drummer; not to an album, nor to a single, just to Taylor to listen to it. He rehearses the lyrics 


once more and grabs the acoustic guitar - he bought that with Taylor five days before that hazy morning. 


"Wake me when the hour arrives, wake me with my name, see you somewhere down the line, we're tethered 
once again’, Dave sang in a low, rhythmic tone, his voice sounding like syrup. "I'm here and I'm on the mend, I'm 


here and I'm on the mend, my friend." 


He played the song three more times that day. He sat alone, stayed there and on the mend the entire day. He 
barely moved when Nate came in to check on both of them; he couldn't take his eyes off of Taylor. His skinny 
body seemed to be even skinnier, looking so lifeless and still; his energy was almost gone; if not for the 
electrocardiogram, monitoring the electrical activity of the heart, each beep is a heartbeat and each heartbeat 


was in sync with Dave's own heart, which felt so small and broken inside his chest. 


Eventually, Dave fell asleep sitting on the uncomfortable sofa He was still holding Taylor's cold, callused hand 
when he opened his eyes. By his side, he had his guitar and journal just like they were when he fell asleep, even 
though he didn't remember the exact moment it happened; on the table near the sofa, a Starbucks coffee and 
a note - "you're fucking up your column. Go to the hotel and get some rest, Nate". He smiled slightly at that; 


he only went to the hotel yesterday because Nate insisted but he wasn't doing that again; he wouldn't take his 


eyes off of Taylor not even for a second this time. 


Dave sipped on his hot chocolate as he tried to relax. Even the chocolate tasted bitter. He got up to put it in a 
bin and when he came back, the beeps were different. They were faster. He sat on the sofa again and held 
Taylor's fingers between his so tight that the thought of accidentally crushing them crossed his mind. Proving 
the words from his most recent song, Taylor slowly opened his eyes. Tethered once again. Dave smiled widely, 


muttering quick, small words to himself. 
"T. Babe. It's gonna be okay." 
The hazel eyes looked at him, confusion blurring them. 


"Fuck of fl" 


The first person Dave called was Nate, obviously. 


The second was his friend Krist Novoselic. Dave had called Krist from the hospital when he first left Taylor's 
room; he was about to explode thinking about all the "ifs" an "whens", when he had the guts to call Krist, he 
was sitting in a hospital empty white hall, crying and scared that he wouldn't be able to stop Taylor just like he 
wasn't able to stop Kurt. The bassist had told him that Taylor, fortunately, was stronger than Kurt and so 
was Dave; he told Dave to "follow Kurt's advice: get your thoughts on paper before they devour your soul" - 
Dave bought a journal as soon as he left the hospital because of that reminder. Krist also told him to call 
again if he felt like losing control and so Dave did, but when he called Krist for the second time, minutes after 
Taylor woke up, he was about to lose his mind to happiness and hope. 


When Taylor woke up for the second time since his little nap - coma -, Dave was there. Taylor was weaker 
than Dave had ever seen but was strong enough to hug him and cry as he whined that he was sorry and that 
he loved him. Dave sat by his side for another day, holding his guitar and playing Taylor's favorite songs as he 
watched his eyes shine. 


When they went back home, Taylor went to rehab. As soon as he left, they went back to the studio and it 
couldn't have been worse. Dave can't remember the last time he saw Taylor actually happy. That thought 
devours him and he follows Kurt's advice: he writes - Another Round is made. Nate, always wise, suggests 
them to take a break. Taylor freaks out, thinking that he's talking about going back to rehab and Nate smiles 
as he says "just you two together for a while. To get things together. It's hurting me to see you acting all 


weird around each other". And it happened. Dave crashed at Taylor's for a few weeks, to keep an eye on him; 


attention, in this case, was never too much, not coming from Dave; they share cigarettes, a bed and a drum 
set inside Hawkins’ studio, where they improved the "million-dollar demos". All the songs, except for Times Like 
These - that Grohl wrote by himself - were about sex and Dave couldn't help but smile at the thought of 
him and Taylor editing those demos inside Taylor's "Pussy Whipped Studios"; a pretty ironic name, Dave said 
and was punched in the nape for that, right above his tattoo. It didn't matter. He had Taylor and his band back. 


Again, Dave wakes up out of the blue. He blinds, looking around to realize that he fell asleep on his own sofa. 
There's no hospital or hotel room; just his own house, safe and sound. He is bewildered, though, but he 
remembers; they spent the day hanging out at Dave's house and trying to do some proper work instead of 
drinking beer - or Sprite on Taylor's case -, discussing bullshit and listening to Pearl Jam's new album. The 
television is turned on but mute and there are four men sleeping around the room; Nate and Chris are 
splitting a sofa, Pat and Krist on the puffs around the carpet - too grunge. There's a blonde, skinny, crazy 
Texan man snoring softly against his neck and he wraps his arms around him, pushing a blanket over them. 
Taylor grumbles in his sleep and callused hands find Dave's own hands in the dim light of the room; their 
fingers entwine easily, Dave presses a kiss to Taylor's hair and rests his lips there - it smells like the 


mountains and the sea. 

"D", he murmurs like a kitten purring, raspy voice, eyes still closed. "Why are you up?" 

"Dreams", Dave limits his answer to that word. 

"Bad ones?" 

"Not at all" He can't help the playful smirk on his lips that intrigues Taylor. 

"Wanna go to bed?" 

"Would be nice, babe. This sofa fucking hurts my back." 

"Old man, old man.. you seemed pretty flexible last night, though." 

"Shut the fuck up, Oliver", it's what he says as they get up together. They stand in front of each other in a 
comfortable silence before Dave leans in to kiss the tip of Taylor's nose. He tells him to "get the fuck out, 
Disco" and wraps his arms around him as they walk up the stairs. Dave told him to shut up, but he actually 


wanted to recite Eddie Vedder like he already did more than five times that day. 


As they lay in bed together that night, their arms wrapped around each other and their legs tangled, Dave 
sings to Taylor until they're both asleep. 


"So persistent in my ways, angel, | am here to stay", his voice is as soft as it was when he first sang On The 


Mend. "I promised, T", he murmurs. "I will never leave you. | believe and | believe cause | can see our future 


days, days of you and me." 


